"Who can that be this hour?*5

"Perhaps it's the police, mamma: they may turn
up at any moment."

There was a loud and violent knocking at the door.

"I'll go."

A heavy foot-fall was audible, and the grumbling
voice of a man in a temper.

"Come into the kitchen: I wasn't expecting you.
There's some soup on the stove."

"What a country! I had to walk all the way from
Forges!"

Francois had turned on his side in an attempt to
see the new arrival who was obviously in a thoroughly
bad humour.

"Nobody going to give me a welcome?"

One after the other the three women bestowed the
tribute of a kiss on the man's damp forehead.

"Not a thing doing; I might j tist as well have stayed
at home. Impossible to do any business. Give me my
slippers: feet come first."

The dressmaker felt about for the slippers with a
broom. They seemed to have got hidden away under
one of the pieces of furniture.

"How often have I told you that I like my slippers
to be kept warm, so that they're ready for me when
I get in? Winter's here already, and the road comes
away on one's boots. It's a bit too much! I've got to
cany a brush about in my case all the time, and a bit
of rag, to give the uppers a rub, I can't go seeing
clients with mud up to my knees. Those clods can't
understand an insurance man not being spick and
span even though he has been wading through a
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